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Love Is Trust 


Author's Notes: 


A bit of a continuation from ‘Here And Now’, with Jae's blessing. No need to read ‘Here And Now’ first, though. 
This works perfectly as a standalone thing! 


This is going to be split up into a few parts because its very long. Lots of love to you, Jae~! 


Keith's proposal had been very unexpected and was rather unorthodox; a quick ‘will you marry me? without a 
ring. When asked how it happened, Keith gleefully announced he had proposed while in the middle of a bit of 
‘spring cleaning’ with John After finding an old photograph he felt it was finally the right time. He sure as fuck 
found something that began with the letter 'p', but it wasn't a photograph! 


John played along, overjoyed that his better half didn't want to admit he had proposed just after they'd 
finished fucking in front of the bathroom mirror. He was sure their mums would've fainted if they knew the 


truth. 


Despite being raised Catholic, John had zero interest in the religion. or any religion, for that matter. However, 


that never stopped him from dreaming of a big, extravagant and overdone church wedding. 


Keith, on the other hand, couldn't have given less of a fuck where and how they were wed. He was more than 
happy to go along with whatever his lovely bassist wanted. The concept of a beach wedding in the middle of 


Summer was interesting, but he wasn't about to rob John of his dream. 


Originally the idea was to wait for their tenth anniversary, which was nearly two years away. During the 
quickly approaching Spring they would take a trip to Rome to look at churches and continue to plan from there. 
However, Keith brought up the very real problem that not all of their guests would be able to attend, and who 
was to say they wouldn't be busy with touring or recording by then? Anything could change in the span of 
Two years. 


And so, the pair ultimately decided to look at churches centered within London. A wedding in Rome would've 
been wonderful and quite romantic, but the ceremony waiting to happen at home couldn't have been more 


perfect. 


The church they had ultimately decided upon was a dream come true! High ceilings, stained glass windows, 
ambient lighting, and wonderful acoustics. To top it all off, the priest was a sweet older woman who had helped 
the pair decide on the finishing touches for their big day. She had even called in her handsome grandsons to 
help decorate and pick up the flowers. 


The big day was hectick; no one aside from Roger and Pete was truly prepared. 


John and Keith had slept in separate rooms with the agreement to meet up at the church separately. tts bad 
luck for the groom to see the bride before she's ready,’ Keith had said. 


While he had a feeling there was something his husband-to-be was hiding, John had put it in the back of his 
mind. He knew their relationship was solid and they had no major secrets between them. This was just Keith 
being Keith, and he likely wanted a big flashy entrance, and that wouldn't be possible if John was there at his 


side. 


Other than the missing ‘bride’ everything was going according to plan, despite the lack of proper preperations 


from guests and participants alike. 


Pete poured himself a small glass of brandy and sat back to watch as his friend paced. Out of Keith's stash of 
alcohol, it was the only bottle small enough to smuggle into the church, much to his dismay. He'd gotten away 
with asking for a glass of ice water before heading upstairs with his bandmate, to both help him get ready and 


provide moral support. 


"Where the fuck is he? He should've been here fifteen minutes ago!” John knew damn well that Keith would be 
late no matter what, and so he'd given his husband-to-be an hour's advance in hopes it would be enough time. 


Keith will even be late fo his own funeral Pete always joked, and John definitely believed it. 


That same feeling from the night before, the little nagging voice inside his head crept up again. "I'm so ready 
to just call this fuckin’ thing off.. | just know there's somethin’ he ain't telling me." 


"Just calm down, it'll all work out," Pete offered soothingly. "That's what you always tell me, right? Just take a 
deep breath and calm yourself. Maybe have a bit of brandy with me?" 


"No," John shook his head. "I want to be as clear and level headed for this as possible. | want to remember it 


for the rest of my life. No alcohol and no drugs until affer the ceremony and reception" 


"Alright then, suit yourself" Pete slumped down into a chair and gazed out the window for the dressing room. 
What the fuck was it even called? The bride had a ‘bride's room’ or ‘bridal suite! within the church, didn't she? 
Keith would anyways, not John Maybe it could be called the ‘groom's room’. The rhyming was unintentional, but 
it amused him all the same. 


As John paced back and forth, Pete tried to calm his own nerves. He was just as tense as the Ox, but didn't 
dare show it, for fear of amping his friend up even further. It was so strange to see him so expressive and so 


emotional. 


The sound of John opening his cigarette case and then lighting up tore Pete's attention from the window. As he 
gave the room a proper glance over, he could see just how much of a mess his bassist had turned it into. 
Clothes were scattered across every appropriate surface; chairs, tables, an unused vanity, the back of the 
chair he had claimed, and even the small sofa. Did John really need that many? It was just for the ceremony, 
and nearly every suit looked fucking identical! Couldn't he have decided what to wear at home? The tall, dark 
and handsome bassist had argued, because of fucking course he would. No, Pete! This jacket has a different cut 
for the collar, this one has gold buttons instead of rose gold, and that one has an inside pocket,’ and on, and on, 
and fucking on he'd gone. 


"you're really sure you need all of these?" Pete asked, voicing his inner monologue. "I mean, really, honestly, 
John?" Delicately he picked up a gold tie that had so precisely and lovingly been draped along the arm of the 
chair, as if afraid John would bite him for touching it. "It's just a wedd--" he cut himself off. He knew just 


how much it meant to his friend, and here he was metaphorically shitting all over him and his event. 


‘'m sorry, John," Pete corrected himself. "I know it means a lot to you." While his friend wouldn't say it, Pete 


could tell it had cut deeply, and likely felt as if he wasn't taking it seriously. 


"IFs fine," The dyed brunette flicked his wrist in a dismissive motion toward his natural companion. "I get it, it's 
not a big deal for you. Weddings aren't your thing. | get it" John gave a heavy sigh and brought his hands up 
to hide his face. Ohh how he wanted to scream! 


| bet he's having second thoughts," the words were muffled, but Pete could make them out just fine. "He 
asked, he got me a ring, he got me the fucking cigarette case.. and now he's probably fucked off to god knows 


where to leave me and the band behind" 


Rather than rings, Keith had chosen a custom matching cigarette case and lighter. Rings would have been the 
obvious choice, but Keith wasn't ‘normal’; he'd said so himself countless times before. The item in question 


currently sat upon a vanity along with John's zippo style lighter and keys. 


The case was white gold, engraved with tiger lilies and a full moon. Rose gold plates were set within the 
flower's petals, peridot gems within the anther, and slivers of onyx within the spots. It opened much like a book 
would, with a small magnetic closure in the shape of a heart. Keith's lighter was matching in colours; a white 
gold base with a large black widow spider in rose gold sitting upon an etched web, and opal set within the 
hourglass design. 


It broke Pete's heart to see his friend in such a state of despair. He wanted to help, but knew there was 
nothing he could possibly do. "Just. calm down," Pete offered yet again. After setting his glass down on top of 
a clothesless coffee table he'd come up from behind John and wrapped himself around the bassist's 
wonderfully thick form. "Have faith, it'll all work out. | promise." 


"No," John groaned again before dropping his hands and wriggling out of Pete's grasp. While he would normally 
welcome the physical affection with open arms, it was the last thing he wanted right at that moment. "Fuck it. 
I'm done. Fuck Keith, fuck this wedding, fuck the whole bloody thing. I'm done." 


It was almost unsettling to see the older musician become such an emotional mess; shifting from sorrow to 
frustration and back with such ease. Even when he was upset John still held an air of elegance that Pete 


wished he could achieve. 


"Think about what you're saying," Pete tried to keep his voice even and calm. "He loves you. He's not going to 
bail. If he didn't love you, do you really think he'd be so dedicated and faithful? Besides, he's got Roger keeping 
him in line. We both know there's no way the bastard will let him get away." 


"| suppose you're right," John sighed. Aside from himself, Roger seemed to be the only one capable of getting 
Keith to focus and behave, so he had been in charge of ‘babysitting’ for the day. 


As if he had been summoned by some divine being from up above, Roger had finally made an appearance. "He's 
herel" He had announced while pulling open the grand double doors. "Trust me when | say the wait will be worth 


it." 


"About damn time." Pete picked up his forgotten glass and downed what little bit of alcohol was left. "So is 


everyone ready, or what?" He already knew the answer, but figured he would ask anyway. 


"Yeah," Roger confirmed. "Everything's in place and the reception is ready to go, too." He turned his attention to 
John. "Are you having any second thoughts?" The bassist seemed tense, but he figured it was from Keith not 


being on time. 


"No, I'm good," John said as he examined himself in the mirror for one last time. "You guys think | look okay? | 


don't look fat in this, do 1? Should | change?" 


"You're just as handsome as ever," Pete quickly took hold of his friend's arm to keep him from even 


attempting to undress. "If you decide to hold up the wedding Keith will assume you've gotten cold feet" 


Roger wiped a bit of imaginary dust from John's shoulder, as if to reassure him. "Now, let's go out there and 


get this done. You've both waited far too long.” 


Love For Me is You 


Author's Notes: 
| haven't had as much time to write as | would have liked, but I'm very happy with this! | wasn't too sure of 
how exactly to write the wedding itself without going overboard on the details. 


Its very possible | didn’t get the flower meanings correct, so please feel free to correct me. 


| put Kim and Alison together because why the hell not. We've got gay representation so let's have some 
lesbian / bi representation, too~! 


This is what | had in mind for the dress, but pure white instead of champagne colored. 
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John didn't have a chance to see the church decorated before heading up to the bridal suite with Pete, and so 
seeing it now was truly breathtaking. I+ was like stepping into a page from one of the fairy tale picture books 
he loved as a child. 


John and Keith had no idea of where to even start when it came to the flowers. The decoration colours, cake, 
theme, and everything else in between had been so easy. While they both had a favorite flower, neither had 
ever considered to look into their meanings. The appearance meant so much more than whatever symbolism 


someone may have attached to the pretty plants. 


While John didn't want to run the risk of possibly offending someone or sending the wrong message should 
anyone attending be fluent in flower language, he had no idea of where to start. He and Keith were adamant 
about not allowing some random person to come in and try to take over, so a proper wedding planner wasn't an 


option. 


When they had finally given up on trying to do it themselves, John called in Alison and Kim, his oldest friend 
and her lovely wife, respectively. Thankfully Kim was already very familiar with the happy couple, as she was 


Keith's makeup artist whenever he cross dressed. 


Kim had single handedly arranged and designed the flower arrangements for her own marriage to Alison just a 


few years prior, and so her experience was invaluable. 
John wanted the traditional wedding experience to the fullest extent, so white roses were a must. Going off 
from that and taking Keith's affinity for lilies into consideration, she had come up with something just as 


beautiful as it was meaningful. 


White roses for ever lasting love and purity. 


Pink and white variant stargazer lilies for optimism and prosperity. 
Pink and white bicolour snapdragons for grace and strength, 
A single black rose to symbolize a new beginning 


To top it all off, the already existing Christmas decorations of shiny gold and silver tinsel, red poinsettias and 


mistletoe the church had in place made lovely accent pieces. 


The wedding party, much like the guest list, was very small. John had chosen Pete to be his best man and 
Roger as his groomsman, while Keith had chosen Kim to act as his maid of honor and Alison to be his 


bridesmaid. 


John's mum had warned him that he would likely feel even more anxious and fearful than ever just before the 
wedding began, but it had been the opposite for him. Any trace of nagging thoughts regarding Keith flaking on 


him melted away as the front doors opened to reveal his spouse-to-be. 


What John had been expecting was Keith in a white suit with gold accents, an opposite of his own black with 
silver. What he had found was Keith in an elaborate mermaid-style white wedding dress, decorated with small 
crystals, and gold embroidered filigree accents. Keith, much like the church, looked as if he had come right out 
from the picture book. For a brief moment John wondered if the Fairy Godmother was real, and if this was 
this her doing. 


As he studied his husband-to-be's form, John took notice that Keith had followed through with the ‘something 
old tradition without having been asked. 


Something old, likely the dress. With that style and level of intricate detail, John figured he could easily date it 
from the thirties, if not earlier. Perhaps it had belonged to Keith's mum. Or her mum, even? With something 
that beautiful and vintage, it had to be a heirloom. 


Something new, the pretty tiara Keith wore to keep his veil in place. Silver with diamonds and blown glass tiger 
lilies. It was custom made, as John had gone with Keith to the same jeweler that made his own spider themed 


pieces. 


Something borrowed, the cross necklace Roger often wore. The piece of silver had been polished to a fine 


luster, probably for the first time in years. 


Something blue, a single blue rose at the centre of his bouquet. It was easily the most lovely flower John had 
ever seen. Full, perfectly symmetrical, and framed so nicely by the white roses and lilies. It was very clear Kim 
had painstakingly arranged them and taken the time to choose only flowers that would have been award 


winning. 


The bright morning sun shone through a stained glass window, bathing Keith in a lovely golden light, and John 
found himself speechless at just how beautiful he truly was. The younger of the pair had let his hair grow out 
for the event, and had even gone through the trouble of getting his eyebrows shaped. John had been under 


the assumption Keith was being critical about his own appearance, not that he was actively frying to pass for 
a woman, Had he not been carrying the bouquet of their chosen flowers with the surprise rose, John might've 


been convinced Keith was and a bride who had been at the wrong church. 


Due to Keith's delay they were severely behind on time, and so their vows needed to be cut short. John had 


gone first, as per agreement early in the planning process. 


After pulling Keith's veil out of the way, being careful not to disrupt the glass lilies, John took his better half's 


hands into his own. 


"Keith, I've loved you for as long as | can remember. It feels as if we've been together my entire life. Ten 
years might not be a long time when you consider just how many more years we have ahead of us, but it it 
sure feels like it to me. | don't mind that it feels so long, and | hope it continues to feel that way. Every day, 
every hour, every minute, every second.. when it passes by so slowly with you, | feel complete. Without you 
time passes by much too fast." John never considered himself to be good at the whole verbal love language 
thing. He never knew what to say, or just how to translate his feelings into proper thoughts. He could only 


hope he wasn't making a fool out of himself in anyone else's eyes.. especially not Keith's. 


| never thought you'd ask me to marry you. Not in a million years. | had wanted to ask you countless times. | 
had planned it out in my head, gone over it with Alison, because we both know Kim couldn't possibly keep the 
secret. But, even if we never tied the knot, I'd be happy because itd mean | still get to spend forever with you. 


Forever might be a long time, but I'd never have it any other way." 


Keith pulled one of his hands out from John's grip to wipe away a tear that threatened to fall and ruin his 
picture perfect mascara and winged eyeliner. He didn't want to cry, not until after the ceremony, at least. 
"Always out doin’ me, ain't you, Oxy? My vows are hardly as nice as yours, but | know you'll love ‘em anyway.” 
Keith's confidence and creativity when it came to the ‘sappy sweet shit' as their guitarist called it, was 


impressive. John wouldn't lie, he wished he had even a shred of it. 


"John.. we've been through thick and thin together. We've seen each other's most dark and spiteful streak. 
We've clashed and argued, because no relationship's perfect, and we're lucky those times are so few and far 
between. In fact, | don't think we've got enough to fill one hand” Keith couldn't recall more than three major 


arguments. 


‘Ive loved you since the day | first laid eyes on you. The day | auditioned and tore that poor drum kit to 
pieces you stared at me in awe and horror. You said you've never seen such power and raw energy radiate 
out from one man before.. Still wish you guys‘d finally let me know if | got the job or not" It was a running 
joke between the bandmates. Keith told people he was still filling in, Pete would say they hadn't decided if he 
was good enough, John would declare that if Keith wasn't hired he was walking, and Roger would sigh like a 


mother who was exhausted and tired of minding her children 


"| love you more every day, and | don't know if its possible to hit a capacity for just how much love someone 


can have for one person, but | think we're gonna eventually find out: 


And with that, it was official. The pair shared a relatively tame kiss, much to John’s relief. With just how 
flashy and dramatic Keith's entrance had been, he secretly worried his new husband would want the event to 


end with a bang. quite literally. 


The reception was meant to be held at their home but Keith forbade it, for the fear of their pets coming into 
contact with the pollen from the lilies. Instead they settled for an elaborate hotel suite, which they would be 


calling their ‘home away from home for the next week. 


While John had desired a traditional wedding ceremony, he wasn't too bothered about the reception, and neither 
was Keith. It felt more like any other party they might've hosted, albeit in a five star hotel suite rather than 
their home. The only differences being a lack of drugs, the inclusion of some family, and no possibility for 
someone - usually Keith - to strip down and invite pretty quests to share his and John's bed for the night. 


As per the newlywed's orders, no one had bothered to decorate the suite. Only the expansive kitchen had 


received the bare minimum, limited to a pretty dinner table set up. 


Upon the table in question sat a massive cake, just as extravagant as Keith's dress. Six tiers in total; the 
bottom two consisting of various cupcake flavors, while the upper four were proper cakes. Strawberry, 
chocolate and vanilla frosted in vanilla buttercream, while the very top was red velvet frosted with the 


traditional sweet cream cheese. 


Every single layer, including the cupcakes, were decorated with edible gold leaf, sugar crystals that resembled 
diamonds, and flowers made from sugar that could have passed for blown glass. Intricate swirls of black and 


gold frosting created flowery filigree designs along the sides of each full cake. 


Rather than a typical cake topper featuring a groom and bride, the artist had crafted little figurines of Fitz, 
John's wolfhound, and Lily, Keith's Norwegian Forest cat from sugar and fondant. The two sat nose to nose, 
with little heart shaped candies scattered around them. 


After the cutting of the cake and sharing a glass of champagne, Pete had opened a fresh bottle and shooed 
the pair off to the master bedroom with it, where a pair of glasses and a few special wedding gifts awaited 
the happy couple. 


‘Its been fun! But, if you'll excuse us.." John scooped his newly legally bound other half up bridal style, of 


course. "We've got some important.. business to take care of" 


"Yeah! If you hear power tools, screaming, or fireworks, it's all good. Don't be worried!" Keith announced with a 
wicked little grin. "If you don't hear from us after three days, assume we've met the grim reaper due to 


sexual exhaustion" 


Thankfully, the guests were more than understanding as John carried Keith over the threshold for their room, 
and nudged the door closed with his hip. 


Love is Lust 


Author's Notes: 
| was incredibly hyper critical of this chapter, because it deals with a kink | have never written before. I'm 
really happy with how it came out, though! | may go back and do a bit of revising, but | wanted to have this 


finished before Ficmas was over. 
It's a bit longer than | intended, but | feel like it's a good ending. 


Lots of love to you, Jael I'm not sure if it's what you had in mind or not, but | think you're gonna like the sexy 


times~. 


"Where were you? Why were you so late?" John asked as he idly ran an index finger along the rim for his half 
empty glass. "| was so worried you'd left me at the alter." 


"Y'know the tailor you introduced me to a few years back?" Keith drained the contents from his own glass, 


then set it upon the bedside table. 
"The one who makes my suits? Yeah, what about him?" 


"Me an’ Roger was his shop. He was fixing up my dress," Keith confessed with a shy smile. "Or... well, it was my 


mum's dress, but she said | could have it altered." 


"He does amazing work, doesn't he?" John knocked back the rest of his champagne and set the glass with 
Keith's. "I think its time we finally consummate our marriage, yeah?" He trailed his fingers up along Keith's lacy 
gloved arm, and to the equally delicate strap for his gown. 


"Mmhh.. | think I'd like that quite a bit. I'd love to finally be taken as Missus Entwistle. But, first." Keith shifted 
from laying on his side to being propped up against the pillows. ".'ve got a very, very special surprise for you, 


Johnny.” 


With his interest piqued, John mimicked his husband and sat up, although at the opposite end of the bed. "Oh? 
And what that might be, luv?" 


"| could tell you, but that would ruin the surprise," Keith mused sweetly. "Might be more fun for you to find 


out on your own" 


Now even more intrigued, John weighed the options. He did enjoy a good surprise, but the longer he laid with 
his partner, the more antsy he became. The alcohol sure as fuck didn't help, either. But.. this was a once in a 


lifetime thing, and they'd both gone through so much to make it special. And so.. 


"Yeah, okay. | wanna find out on my own, but if you change your mind and don't wanna wait for me to figure it 
out, | expect you to tell me." John shrugged off his suit jacket and tossed it onto a near by chair. "Your 


comfort matters more than keepin’ it a surprise." 


‘Of course. In turn, | expect you to tell me if you give up." With his signature Cheshire grin, Keith gave his 
dyed counterpart the ‘come hither’ motion The overlay for the dress had already been removed, and so he 
had no issues with the pretty garment becoming wrinkled. For a change John didn't seem to care much about 
his suit, either. 


Once he was settled next to Keith, John slipped two fingers under his chin and coaxed him to look up. He 
studied his other half's expression, drinking in the curiosity and excitement within those beautifully dark eyes. 
Ohh how he /oved the way Keith's irises seemed to glitter when the light hit them at just the right angle. Such 


a shame brown eyes never got the appreciation they truly deserved.. 


Without a word down John had leaned in to close the gap between them. Underneath his touch Keith practically 
melted, a near purr-like sigh escaping deep from within his chest. It would never cease to amuse him just how 


much his new husband could sound like the cats he loved so dearly. 


Slowly John’s hand trailed downward, nails gently grazing along Keith's neck before slipping down to finger the 
neckline for the dress. As he traced the lacy edge, John could hear Keith's breath quicken just the slightest 
bit. 


When meeting no resistance, his fingers continued to explore. First gliding up to trace along the prominent 
collarbones, then back downward along Keith's smooth chest. Down the centre of his sternum they went, right 
between where his ‘breasts' would have been, if Keith had them. It was there John came to find one of the 


aforementioned surprises.. A lacy trim for a sweetheart neckline corset. 


John hummed softly with amusement. It was likely for posture rather than playtime, he assumed. The dress 
most definitely did not allow for much slouching, as the material was incredibly form fitting and only offered 


so much stretching. 


With a bit more exploring John's fingers dipped below the corset to find his other half's nipple. If Keith was 
going to present as a woman, John fully intended to treat him as such, if that was his desire. His index finger 
circled the little bud, teasing it ever so gently. Keith practically melted under the touches, arching up into the 


delicious attention as another soft sigh escaped him. 


Taking that as an invitation to continue, John ever so gently pinched the hardening bud. Keith gasped in 
response, the sound strangely more urgent and desperate than it had been just moments prior. How very 
interesting.. Not wanting Keith's other nipple to go neglected, John's hand slid along his warm chest to offer it 


the same attention. 


"More... please," Keith asked softly, a quiet whimper mixed into his sweet begging. Never one to deny his better 


half's desires, John went for Keith's neck, kissing down along it until he had reached the neckline of the dress. 
John's beard tickled, and Keith shivered, just as he always did. 


"i think it's about time we get you out of this, yeah?" John asked, the hand that had been sweetly fondling his 
husband's ‘breast having pulled away. "Don't want you staining it, now do we." Keith was just as bad when it 
came to leaking. John knew just how difficult it was to get such a stain out from clothing, and refused to let 
such a pretty dress be ruined. 


"But." Keith tried to protest. He knew John was right. They definitely risked ruining his lovely dress if they 
were to continue. It meant John would find the main surprise so early on, but so be it. Keith was already 


becoming frustrated from his level of arousal, anyway and couldn't wait to have John's hands on more than 


his chest. 


"Okay," Keith relented and squirmed away from the pillows in order to expose his back. Rather than 
immediately begin to undress him, John placed several soft, teasing kisses to Keith's bare neck after sweeping 
aside his hair to expose the delicate flesh. The teasing affection continued downward to the bit of shoulders 
and top of his back the closed dress allowed to be exposed. Only when Keith protested with an impatient, soft 
huff was it John's turn to give in. 


He took his time pulling down the zipper, trailing more teasing kisses in its wake. stopping only at the trim for 
the corset, which began at Keith's lower back. Each graze from John’s lips and soft beard only fanned the 
flames that had begun deep within his belly. 


Finally Keith shrugged the pretty material off and pulled his arms out from the sleeves. The lacy gloves still 
covered his arms, and he didn't plan to take those off.. at least, not unless John asked him to. However, he held 
the bodice of the dress to his still corset covered chest and once more laid back against the pillows. 


"Wait... don't you want to do the stereotypical ‘feel your new wife up under her wedding dress’ thing?" Keith 
asked. What he wanted John to find laid underneath the pretty material, and he desperately wanted his other 
half to find it on his own. 


"I'd love to." After seeming to get the hint, John once more settled next to his other half. As his hand slid up 
under the delicate white material, his fingers trailed up over Keith's leg. Along his shin and up his thigh, both 
surprisingly smooth and hairless. Up to his hip John’s hand went, purposefully bypassing the main attraction 


When he met bare skin, John found himself quite surprised. No panties? No boxers? Not even a thong? Back 
down his hand blindly went to cup Keith's balls and give the most gentle squeeze. His reward was nothing more 
than a quiet, lust filled whimper. The sweet sound was so much more eager and desperate than normal.. and 
with how Keith's breath had caught, John knew something was up. His fingers trailed upwards just a slight bit 


more, and he froze. 


Metal 


John's fingers met metal, so warm and smooth, with an opening at the very end ever so slick with what he 
assumed to be precome. John had blindly felt Keith up thousands of times before, and this bit of metal was 
definitely smaller than his husband's flaccid cock. 


"Surprise," Keith smiled shyly. "| wanted this to be special." 


"So." John slowly traced the metal that encased Keith's cock in an attempt to get an idea of just what it must 
look like."Are you..?" He wasn't sure how to ask, but he had to know. 


"Hard?" Keith finished John's thought for him. "Yeah, | am. Its really restricting, but feels.. kinda good? Pain and 


pleasure, y'know.’ 
John's breath hitched. "How.. how long have you been wearing it?" 


"Almost a week. The first night we decided to start sleeping separately | got it out and put it on" Keith 
hesitated just a moment, before answering the thought he knew John must have had. "I bought it just for this 


reason." 
Curiosity got the better of him, and John finally pulled the skirt up to see Keith's pretty ‘accessory’. 


The chastity cage was gold, just like their wedding and engagement rings. It was also engraved with elegant 
swirls and hearts, and came with a heart shaped opening at the tip for the passing of fluids. He couldn't help 
but stare in awe at just how beautiful it was. 


"Are you.. wanting to be fucked with this on?" John asked, not bothering to use polite or ‘soft’ words. They 
didn't consider the obscenities to be mood killers, and more often than not found them to be incredibly erotic. 


Not quite dirty talk, but just bordering on it. 


"Yeah," Keith admitted, voice shy and sweet. "I want you to treat me like you would a real girl," he hesitantly 
added on "You don't gotta change my name, of course. Not like we ever thought of one, anyway. „but | didn't 
want you to be tempted to touch me." Keith could feel an embarrassed, hot flush cross his features. "| want 


you to treat this as if you're fucking a girl," he elaborated. ".and | want to come like a real girl, too." 


"So.just finger and fuck you, yeah?" John wasn't sure he fully understood the fantasy. Every woman he had 

slept with needed the addition of his hand - or her own, if she wasn't shy - in order to come. He was aware 
Keith didn't need to be touched, but.. he could've requested only the tip of his cock be touched and addressed 
as his ‘clit, right? At least he knew Keith wouldn't shy away from saying what he wanted, if needed. 


"You've got the idea, luv," Keith reached up to affectionately run his hand through John's hair. "Don't be afraid 


to use feminine terms to describe my body, too. Trust me, I'll like it" 


Once Keith had finally been fully stripped down, John couldn't help but stare. The cage looked so uncomfortable. 
How could he have possibly gotten hard in it? Keith definitely wasn't lying, as John could see the precome 


leaking from the opening at the tip. 


"You'll have plenty of time to stare later." Keith took a bottle of champagne flavored lube from the bedside 
table and pressed it into John’s hands. "but for now, | need you, and | want to see you." He half considered 
asking John to remain dressed, but thought better of it. Keith couldn't explain why, but he found it so arousing 
when he was so very pent up while fully dressed. Seeing John's restrained erection leaving a large wet spot 


upon his trousers was always a good way to get him hard, too. 


Keith had assumed John would take care to neatly drape his suit over the back of the sofa with the dress, 
just as always. However, he found himself surprised when the clothing was haphazardly tossed in the 
furniture's general direction. He had most definitely underestimated just how needy John was. 


After managing to get a spare pillow underneath himself for easier access, Keith patted the area next to him, 
urging his legally bound other half to lay with him. Normally he would be prepared with John sitting on his 
knees between his thighs, but no. Keith wanted to be taken like a woman, and that included being prepared like 


one, as well. 


John popped the top for the bottle and slicked his fingers up in the sweet smelling, silky lubricant. With a 
gentle kiss to his spouse's neck, he slid his hand down between his smooth thighs. Slowly, lazily John traced the 
tight entrance with a single finger. With a woman he would have teased the little bud that sat so delicately at 
the apex of her slit to help her relax, but he had to make do with what Keith was granting him access to. 


John kissed all the way down his husband's neck, past his collar bones, and finally to his nipples. A soft lick, a 
gentle suckle, and he was pushing in. Keith gasped softly and clutched the sheets. No matter how relaxed and 
mentally prepared he was for the penetration, it always stung. John was quite aware of this, and allowed Keith 
enough time to relax. With a woman he would have pushed two fingers in, not just one. John knew Keith wasn't 


the biggest fan of pain, and thus wouldn't be that dedicated to the fantasy. 


As he waited for his partner's entrance to adjust to the invasion, John flicked his tongue over the perky little 
ripple he had been paying attention to. Every woman he had slept with enjoyed having her breasts touched, and 
Keith was no different. 


While he indulged Keith, John realized the process wasn't too different from what he would have done with a 
woman, No matter who he slept with, John would find that ‘sweet spot’ and tease it until they either begged 


for more or came upon his fingers, if they didn't require extra stimulation 


Usually they would beg for more - either for their ‘main’ sex to be touched, or for him to continue onward to 
penetration When that decision was left up to him, John highly preferred to pair his hand with oral. Ohh how 
he loved the sensation of his partner pulling his hair and pushing him further against their sex in an attempt 
to gain more stimulation! There was nothing more sweet than feeling their hardness pulse between his lips 


while he stroked himself. Managing to time his own orgasm with theirs was truly an amazing experience. 


Keith gasped softly from the attention he was so freely offered, and John watched with lust as his caged 


erection pulsed and twitched with desperation. Ohh how he wished he could touch it. He half considered asking if 
Keith wanted his ‘clitoris' touched, but thought better of it. Even if he did have some small bit of access 
through the little heart shaped opening, he had specifically been ordered not to touch it. 


As if he could read his other halfs thoughts, Keith managed to pull his hazy thoughts together. "I need you," 
he begged softly, hand tangling in John's hair. "More than your hand.. more than your mouth.." Not that he 


expected his gorgeous bassist to replace his fingers with his tongue. 


"You sure?" John asked, voice breathy and shaky while he nuzzled the hand that held the dyed strands captive. 


"You know I'm happy to touch and tease you as long as you want" 
"More than sure," Keith murmured sweetly. "Right now | need you more than ever before." 


Having been giving that magic combination of words, John eagerly settled himself between his husband's parted 
thighs, bottle of lube in hand once more. Good god he was so fucking hard.. John couldn't remember the last 
time he was this fucking aroused! But even as needy as he was, he he felt it best to be more direct. 


"Are you sure you want to be--" his gaze shifted down to Keith's still restrained erection, which pulsed and 
twitched within its cage. "fucked wearing this? If you tell me where the key is, I'll be happy to take the time to 


unlock you.” 


‘I've been dreaming about this for ages, Johnny.. You know | would never lie to you." As he tried to find the 
words he wanted, Keith drew in a slow, shaky breath. "I want this. | want you. And l'm serious when | say | 
want you to treat me like a woman" The seriousness laced into Keith's lust soaked words sent a chill down 


John's spine. 


Now content with the clear answer, John slowly slicked himself up with the sweet scented lube. That first 
touch to his aching erection was electric, and his breath hitched After leaning over Keith, he guided himself to 
his entrance and kissed him as he finally pushed in. Keith gave a quiet groan, which John eagerly swallowed. 


It felt so strange not to have a hand worked down between their bodies.. John had been about to ask if he 
could do something for Keith as it felt wrong not to provide him with some sort of added stimulation. As if 
sensing John's dilemma, Keith broke the comfortable wordless silence that had settled between them. 


"My breasts, Johnny... please, touch me." It was almost off putting to hear such feminine terms come from 
Keith's mouth, but John was all too happy to do as was asked of him. It took a bit of maneuvering, but he 
managed to glide his thumb over Keith's nipple so very slowly. While he was definitely no stranger to giving 
attention to his partner's chest during sex, it was almost exclusively when they were sitting upon his hips, as 


it made access so much more easy. However, John wasn't about to complain. 


"Feels so good.. you can be more rough if you want, though." Keith debated adding on to the thought, but didn't 
want to risk making it awkward and possibly killing the mood if John wasn't as into the kink. But.. it was now or 
never, and he had wanted this for far too long! 


"You're making me so wet, Johnny." Dirty talk was not rare in their play sessions, but he and John were 
usually too absorbed in the sensations to remember how to properly speak "I need more of you. | need all of 
you in my pussy." To emphasize his demands, Keith pushed back against John's cock. As he waited patiently his 
hand found John's arm, silently asking for him to lace their fingers. "I dont want you to even fry touching my 
clit. It's off limits." 


John felt his breath hitch and his cock pulse from the vulgar words that passed husb- wife's lips. He could 
never admit it, but all of his favorite experiences with a woman was when she opened up to him vocally, 
directing him with equally vulgar words. Hearing those same terms from his soulmate was so incredibly 


arousing. So much more than John could have ever imagined! 


"what about after?" John dared to ask as he buried himself to the hilt. "You gonna let me give it the 
attention it deserves?" It was strange just how easily the words came to him. "Not fair if you keep your 
pretty clit all locked up, now is it?" 


"IF | didn't do it, | know you'd try an’ make this all about me," Keith hooked his legs around John's hips to pull 
him in closer. "You be selfish for a change, and I'll treat you to it after." Just the thought of John's beard 
tickling his inner thighs while worshiping his hardness had Keith almost regretting his decision to introduce the 


cage. 


John hated just how right Keith was. It wasn't that he didn't want attention for himself. He did! John loved 
having Keith's hands on him.. but nothing made him feel more powerful, more loved and needed like turning his 
spouse into a panting, desperate, leaky and helpless mess. Nothing turned him on more than feeling Keith come 


under his touch. 
John adjusted the angle of his hips with practiced ease and gave a slow, yet deep thrust. "Like this?" 


"Yeah, that's it!" Keith gasped sharply, white hot pleasure making his thoughts go blank momentarily. Once he 
had remembered how to do more than lay back and bask in the attention, Keith pushed back against John's 
thrusts, trying to encourage him to keep it up. Actions spoke much louder than words, and thankfully for 
Keith, John was fluent. 


The rhythm John fell into was quicker than what either were used to so early on, but it was a nice change of 


pace, quite literally. 


It didn't take long for Keith to come, just as both had expected. His cock pulsed and throbbed, so hard and 
aching within its restrained new home, precome flowing like water. As he came, clenching down so hard around 
John's cock, he gasped and softly growled. The clenching loosened up, but quickly changed to so lovely and 
delicious contractions that effectively milked him. Keith's come surprisingly shot out from the cage, stil 
coating his hips and John's belly, as per usual. 


Keith panted and gasped, free hand gently swatting John's hand away from his hyper sensitive nipple. "no more, 


please.. no more." 

John was quick to obey, and slowly pulled out only once he was finished and had begun to go soft. Keith purred 
sweetly, and gazed up at his other half with sweet love and lust drunk contentment that only an orgasm could 
offer. 


"God damn." he panted softly. "You look even better all mussed and exhausted,” Keith purred. 


"I can definitely say the same to you," John hummed sweetly. As he gazed down, he could see that Keith's cock 
was still pulsing from post-orgasm after shocks. "Should clean that up, yeah?" 


"Mmhh.. yeah," Keith agreed. "So sensitive, though." John wouldn't have expected anything else. 
"Wanna make use of our fancy shower?" John asked. "by the way.. just where is the key?" 


"My ankle bracelet,” Keith lifted his toned, shaven leg. John hadn't even noticed the surprisingly delicate, silver 
chain or the little key. 


"Do you want me to unlock you?" John could feel his breath catch in his chest, despite having just come. He 
definitely wouldn't be able to go again so soon, but that wouldn't stop him from tending to and teasing Keith, if 
the promise still stood.. 


"Please," Keith hummed again. "Unlock me and lets get cleaned up. Maybe get a bit of sleep, then we can play 
some more after breakfast," he grinned sweetly. "Thank you, by the way.. best I've ever had" 


"Same to you," John purred and leaned down to give Keith a sweet, surprisingly chaste kiss. 
‘lm gonna really enjoy this. | know I'll love being your husband.. wife.. spouse whatever you wanna call me." 


"And I'm gonna enjoy being your husband," John purred as he removed the key from Keith's anklet and unlocked 
him. After pulling a few tissues out from a box on the bedside table, John went about cleaning up his other 
half, taking care to be sure to get as much of his mess off as possible. Afterwards he did so for the cage 
and set it aside. Another kiss, and he was scooping Keith up off the bed bridal style, and taking him to the 


master bathroom for a bit more attention before the night was through.. 


